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peonies, scattered about and unprotected, have nothing to fear from;,
the strollers. The birds let themselves be approached like flowers, or-
approach you, and their confidence testifies to the Germans' sentimen-
tality.
Bonn, 29 April
Hotel Rheineck. Delightful restaurant forming a large glassed-in
bay facing the Rhine. I am writing this while dining (having arrived
a little before eight after leaving Stuttgart at one o'clock). I was going
to relate my two days in Stuttgart, but the idea of telephoning to Cur-
tius at once. ... I shall put off this story until tomorrow.
Fatuousness is always accompanied by a little stupidity. What per-
mits the self-satisfaction of certain writers of today is their inability to
understand what transcends them, to assign their correct value to the
great writers of the past
Berlin, May
To cease to take oneself into consideration for days, weeks, months.
Lose sight of oneself. It amounts to going through a long tunnel be-
yond which one can hope to find a new landscape. ... I have often
feared that an uninterrupted consciousness might attach our future
top logically to our past, might prevent becoming. Night and sleep
alone permit metamorphoses; without oblivion in the chrysalis, the
caterpillar could not become a butterfly. The hope of awaking someone
else urges me to let the man I am sink into sleep.
It is not going to paradise myself, but leading you there that mat-
ters to me. What unbearable happiness if one had to enjoy it alone. . . .
And what can be said of a happiness that is achieved only at the
expense of another!
Berlin
It is fashionable to admire Vermeer above all others. The Vermeer
of the Berlin Museum does not strike me as superior to the Pieter de
Hoogh that flanks it, which, as far as I am concerned, I even believe
I prefer.
By Govaert Flinck, a very delectable female nude. Very different
qualities from those I used to admire in that extraordinary Goldsmith's
Family in the Brussels Museum, which was long attributed to him.25
Wonderful landscape filled with ponds, by Ruysdael. How slight
and frail the Hobbemas appear by comparison!
The most beaten paths are certainly the surest; but do not hope to
scare up much game on them.
25 See The Journals of AndrS Gide, Vol. I, p. 13.